
glad or tbe extra time sod clad that 
Ills held of operattoo* «ru bidden from 
the bouse by a riae of land. >Vben ha 
came • lowly up from the orchard with 
the tired oxen, hta wife met hltu at lb* 
hock door. • 

“Hire'a a letter for ye.** a be said. 
“Supper'* a lee tie mite late, but the old 
mar* limp* ao 1 couldn't fit home aa 
aooti'a I planned. Better read the letter 
'fore ye art down to eat. hadn't yef 
“No," answered Cyrus, limping to the 
barn with the oxen. “It*0 keep until 
arter I're had a cup o’ tea, 1 reckon.'* 
Cyrus Stackpole ate hta supper delib¬ 
erately and then aauk Into the old pad¬ 
ded rocker by the window and opened 
bla letter. Hardly had he commenced 
to read It when, with a startling cry. he 
sprang to bla feet again and ran •tum¬ 
bling to the barn. Her bus band's cry 
and sudden leap caused Mrs. Stack (x»le 
to drop a lot of (dates she was carrying 
to the sink, but not even the terrific 
crash of broken crockery elicited the 
slightest attention from Cyrus. The 
letter had fluttered from the old man a 
hand to the floor as be ran. and Mrs. 
Stackpole stooped and picked It up with 
shaking fingers. Something In that let¬ 
ter. she knew, had caused her bua- 
band'a sudden dismay. 

She turned first to the signature. It 
was from Frank, their own dear boy. 
from whom they had uot heard for two 
years and whom they had about giren 
up for dead, since be disappeared In the 
Alaskan goldfields. He wrote: 

Dear Father aa4 Xithtr—I sin cumin* home at 
last—• rick man 1 Have beta uut <* th* world, 
practically, Si»t I wrut* you Ual-b»mg Lo a 
but tOO mllci bryood (initiation. Will tali you 
•11 whoa 1 ao* you. Look lor aw orat Tucwiay 
evening. 1 leant that you have a sew railroad 
Bow. and l can reach you by train the earae even¬ 
ing I get to Wilmington. God biraa you both I 
boringly. fiut 

What was there In that blessed letter 
that could have caused her husband 
such distress? Mrs. Stackpole wiped 
the tears of Joy from her eyes and sped 
out to the barn. 

•'Cyrus," she cried, “what ou alrth 
air ye doing?" 

Cyrua was hurriedly replacing the 
yoke on the necks of the weary oxen. 
Ills hands trembled. Ills face was over¬ 
spread with an ashen gray pallor. 

“tilt out o' the way!" he shouted as 
he lashed the oxen from the barn, the 
long chain that dangled from the yoke 
clattering behind, (le caught a lautern 
from a nail and hurried after the star¬ 
tled aud bewildered beasts. 

“Where air ye going. Cyrus?" de¬ 
manded his wife, following the dis¬ 
tracted old man &d Tif led the oxen over 
the crest of the bill to the orchard bars. 
Cyrus made no reply, and his wife fol¬ 
lowed him. Then she saw the bristling 
■tump fence across the railroad, and 
the whole dreadful truth flashed upon 
her. Cyrus had built a fence to stop or 
wreck the next train, and that was the 
very train that Frank bad written be 
sbonld take from Wilmington! 

The village station was a mile be¬ 
yond the Stack pole farm. The train 
| would not have even begun to alow 
down when It passed through the or- 
| cbanl^Jt was already getting dusk It 
would lie pitch dark by the time the 
train came along In Just an hour. 

Cyrus 8tackpole never looked at bis 
wife, bur'worked with feverish baste, 
and she did not Interrupt him. for she 
knew that every moment was precious. 
The oxen strained mightily at the great 
stumps, but they were ao crowded to¬ 
gether and interlocked that It was hard 
to get them off the track. Cyrus had 
Performed bla defiant task unfortu¬ 
nately well. 

“Light the lantern!” cried the pant¬ 
ing old man at last Hit wife took the 
march he flung her and kindled the 
•light flame in the dusty globe. Cyrus 
| bent and adjusted the chain anew by 
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, *1 don't see but what yon will Just 
lavs to submit. Cyrus." aold Colonel 
Euarkar. “The law seems to b« pretty 
daar ou the subject. When the stat* 
amnia a railroad a charier and a towif 
grants It tb* right of way, the railroad 
company can take at a fair appraised 
value any property lying in the line of 
Its survey. provided the owner refuaee 
to aril at an agreed price. That covers 
«h* facts In this case. You refuse to 
sell the company a atrip on the south 
aide of your orchard. The state says to 
the company, *W« give you the right to 
appropriate that laud at our appraisal.' 
Ifs no use fur the owner to protest. 
The law can do nothing for him. If 
there was a ghost of a chance to fight. 
Cyrus, I’d t>e glad to do what 1 could 
for you. Bat s lawyer can't do any¬ 
thing when there’s no law on his side." 

Colonel Buwker tipped bis chair back 
and threw one leg over the corner of 
bla littered table. An old man, trem- 
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Wing with Impotent rage, sat In a rick 
ety armchair on the other side of the 
table. His chin quivered aud hls thlu 
Ups kept opening and shutting aa the 
senior village lawyer spoke. 

Then ef the law can't do anything 
for me I’ll do It for myself," cried the 
old man. bringing bla withered fist 
down on the arm of the chair. “Ill see 
ef a man kin be robbed of what’s be’n 
bls’u for SO year and lie’n In the family 
for more’ii a hundred!” 

“1 hope yon won't do anything rash, 
Cyrus," said the colonel blandly. “It’s 
m case W'here the welfare of tbe many 
overrides the welfare of the Individual, 
yon see. The law provides no recourse 
far the Individual In socb a case.” 

”1 got done with tbe law, 1 tell yer 
•boated the old man fiercely^ “I’m de¬ 
pend in on myself now. 1 said ef the 
law couldn’t help me I'd'help myself. 
I*U see ef they kin run tbetr cooaarned 
trains through my orchard without my 
permission. A man's proputty’s bis 
own. The’ ain't no law that kill knock 
that fact out o’ the Ten Command- 
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Colonel Bowker accompanied bla 
Irate client to tbe door. “Better be enu- 
tJoua, Cyrua.” be said as the old man 
pteaged down tbe ate pa. “Don’t do any¬ 
thing Id a burry. Take time to think It 
ever. And remember that I am always 
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tuay come up. 

Cyrus Stackpole drove borne In a 
Mind rage. He waa one of those old 
men who are aa aet as tbe everlasting 
hflla, and tbe fact that everything 
w ee ded to be arrayed against bla win 
to this Inataoce only served to make 
hie reeolve tbe stronger. He was bound 
and determined that the new railroad 
should pot paaa through bla orchard. 
There was no particular reason why It 
should be denied this right of way ex¬ 
cept that Cyrus had taken a notion not 
to allow IL The tree# In tbe orchard 
had been set out by Da father's father, 
aad their knotted and wrinkled trunks 
mid llmha bad long since passed the 
age of fruit bearing. They only served 
t* cumber the ground, but Cyrus would 
mat cut them down and plant new ones. 
They were a part of the old order of 
things, aud Cyrus was a conservative 
at tbe conservatives. A peck of bitter, 
worm eaten windfalls from the old 
t rs s s was more to blp liking than a 
tmahel of sound and toothsome fruit 
Dm younger and more vigorous stock. 
That the pert modern railroad should 
^aaacrate hls venerable orchard ’ was 
mat to be endured. Is went against the 
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the candle’s feeble light, 
oxen strained together once more, but 
the biggest stump of all would not 
more. The long, tougb roots were 
wedged between and under tbe rails. 

“God!" groaned tbe old man. It was 
tbe shortest of prayer*, but It was a 
prayer and not an Imprecation. 

"Hark!” cried the trembling old wife. 
From far off through the darkness 
came a fklnt rumbling sound. It was 
the evening train from Wilmington! 

“Cyrus," exclaimed the woman. ’Ted 
light '11 stop 'em. I’ve beard no. Haln’t 
we got anything to make a red light 
with? quickT 

Cyrua’ disgorged tbe contents of ali 
his pockets at one sweep. Among them 
was an old fashioned red bandanna 
handkerchief. Hls wife seised It, with 
a cry of Joy, and. catching ap (be lan¬ 
tern. hastened down tbe track toward 
the approaching train. She turned up 
tbe wick of the lantern until It smoked 
furiously. Then she wrapped tbe red 
handkerchief around tbe globe, held 
tbe lantern up In both hands and slow¬ 
ly swayed It to and fro. 

The train was' almost upon her be¬ 
fore tbe engineer saw tbe faint red 
•IgnaL But tbe airbrakes did their 
magic work, and tbe engine stopped 
within 20 feet of the last bnge. bris¬ 
tling stamp of Cyrus Stackpole’s fence 
•crow the railroad. Frank Stackpole 
was one of the first passengers to leap 
from tbe Intercepted train. 

“What In tbaoder-wby. father's old 
orchard!" he exclaimed. “And here's- 
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ft happened, h owever . Cyras 

Mackpole fell into U»e dutches of a se- 
wri attack of Inflammatory rheuma- 
atom soon after bla vlatt to Coloofl 
Bowker' • law office and about tbe time 
irkssi tbe railroad men came to grad* 
az»d prepare the roadbed across hta 
orChaM. The work was all done while 
tha old man was groanJy»g and fuming 
li bed, and by tbe time be got-about 
a gale tbe ties and rails were laid 
through bla orchard. Then tbe first 
train came along, roaring triumphant¬ 
ly and vomiting black smoke over 
what rdfataiped of tbe ancient apple 
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